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here, and for your plants and chickens, is no more or less than a
flattering and cherishing of the animal in yourself.3 "

Then there was the Indian servant who insisted on shooting
animals :

One misery was hardly overcome before another, and a worse,
arrived. Our vegetarian regime had created in both Frederick and
me an organic antagonism towards meat, but now Frederick began
to force us to become carnivorous. He said that since we were
compelled not only to suffer but also to collaborate in the killing of
animals, we were also morally obliged to put the prey to its fullest
uses. The physical result of this, no doubt, high moral point of
view, was that we were both distressed by a general feeling of acute
discomfort, that painful and unsightly sores came out upon our
bodies and that my finger-tips began to fester underneath the
nails. This condition robbed us of so much energy and strength,
of which our normal stock was nothing like enough for the exhausting
labour of the island, that I pleaded hard with Frederick to abandon
logic and the ethics of slaughter for the sake of our health. But I
besought in vain.

Into this " Eden 5) Satan came in the form of a bogus Baroness
with two lovers. But the persecution which she inflicted on the
two idealists seems slight in comparison with the ordeals they
imposed upon themselves. At last one of the lovers murdered
the Baroness and his rival, himself dying of thirst soon afterwards
on a barren island not far away. But this melodrama is written
mostly from conjecture, and without the details which would make
it interesting. Frau Strauch's book is a fascinating record, written
with an admirable directness, and the reader is left with quite
affectionate feelings for the authoress. How, we wonder, does
she adapt herself to the hardships and follies, different in kind
but not in degree, of Nazi Germany ? Her story can be recom-
mended to the more indiscriminating disciples of D. H. Lawrence.
Having read it, one doesn't know whether to marvel more at
indomitable human courage or at incurable human silliness.

GENERAL BOULANGER

BOULANGER is now hardly even a name, I suspect, to most
English readers. But fifty-four years ago it seemed likely that this
general would, become dictator of France. The story is worth
retelling, because it suggests a topical parallel. I am not referring